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petronel in his bosom, and with these single arms., my poor
rapier, ran violently updn the Moors that guarded the ord-
nance, and put them pell-mell to the sword.
WEL. To the sword! To the rapier, captain.
E. know. Oh, it was a good figure observed, sir: but did you all
this, captain, without hurting your blade?
bob. Without any impeach o' the earth: you shall perceive, sir.
[Shews his rapier} It is the most fortunate weapon that ever rid
on poor gentleman's thigh. Shall I tell you, sir? You talk of
Morglay, Excalibur, Durindana3 or so; tut! I lend no credit
to that is fabled of 'em: I know the virtue of mine own, and
therefore I dare the boldlier maintain it.
step. I marvel whether it be a Toledo or no.
bob. A most perfect Toledo, I assure you, sir.
step. I have a countryman of his here.
mat. Pray you, let's see, sir; yes, faith, it is.
bob. This a Toledo! Pish!
step. Why do you pish, captain?
bob. A Fleming, by heaven! I'll buy them for a guilder a-piece,
an I would have a thousand of them.
e. know. How say you, cousin? I told you thus much,
wel. Where bought you it, master Stephen?
step. Of a scurvy rogue soldier: a hundred of lice go with him!
He swore it was a Toledo.
bob. A poor provant rapier, no better.
MAT. Mass, I think it be indeed, now I look on't better.
e. know. Nay, the longer you look on't, the worse. Put it up,
put it up.
step. Well, I will put it up; but by—I have forgot the cap-
tain's oath, I thought to have sworn by it—an e'er I meet
him—
wel. O, it is past help now, sir; you must have patience.
step. Whoreson, coney-hatching rascal! I could eat the very
hilts for anger.
E. know. A sign of good digestion; you have an ostrich stomach,
cousin.

